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No More Winter Ashes 


by orphan_account 


Summary 


Part one of the Sageverse prequel series 


Just Another Day 


I sighed, in and out. I saw my warm breath mix with the cold air hitting me in the face. I took in the 
city's lights around me, with my equally cold, blue eyes, while listening to the midnight 
commotion. I lit up a cigarette, and took another breath, in and out. 

The snow was settling onto my hefty leather jacket, and onto the concrete floor near my black 
shoes. The breeze was seeping through the leg holes of my jeans. I could handle the cold to gain a 
moment of relaxation, a moment to let my mind wander, and to process everything again. 

This city calmed me. The cold breeze, flowing through my messy black hair, calmed me. My 
cigarette calmed me. I flicked it into the nearby ashtray, after glancing at my watch. That's enough 
peace for today. I took off my black beanie, and shoved my leather gloves into my pockets, 
walking back inside. 

I got back to work, greeting customers, bagging their groceries, and wishing them a good day. The 
nighttime hours were slower, less hectic. I leaned on the counter, my head in my hand, watching 
the hours of my life tick by, waiting until I could go home and sleep. 

Willow, another bagger, noticed me, and quickly walked over to me, smiling. 

"Only a few more minutes!" She said. I nodded in response. 

She has pretty brown eyes, long brown hair, and was wearing a colorful tank top, a matching skirt, 
long socks, and white shoes. She didn't hide anything about her personality, and she didn't care 
what anyone thought about her. She still had that childlike innocence at seventeen. 

I was only nineteen, and I had lost all of that a while ago. You would think someone like her would 
get on my nerves, and I did too at first, but I've grown to like her. I met her through my old 
childhood friend, Ember. 

While I was deep in my own mind, Willow just stared at me, with that look she always gave me 
when I was moody. A look that was desperate to help me, but understanding of my emotions. 
"Sorry. Yeah, almost time." I acknowledged, apologizing for the long pause. 

"Someone new is coming in tomorrow." She said. 

"I feel bad for whoever has to train them. We're so understaffed. It's just another thing to keep track 
of." I replied. 

The store's speakers went off, saying “The store is now closed.” 

"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow!" Willow said. 

"You too." I replied. 

It was a blur until I got back home. Repetition gets so exhausting that my mind just blocks it out 
for the sake of my own sanity. 

I saw my twin sister, Raven, playing the piano again when I got home. She didn't say anything, but 
she never does. She cares, just very rarely speaks. We're actually similar in a lot of ways. The same 
color hair, the same color eyes, and the same mindset on life. She was taller than me, though. 

As I got comfortable, I listened to her melodies. It was very calming to hear them every day I got 
home. She was wearing a black sweater and black sweatpants. It still wasn't very warm inside, so 
that made sense. I sat near her, and watched her play. 

The way her fingers glided from note to note, the delicate pressure applied to each key, it said more 
than words ever could. She glanced at me, continuing to play, and smiled. I smiled back. Her 
music was saying, "Welcome home. Please don't ever forget that I'm here for you." 

The doorbell rang. I got up and opened it, correctly guessing who it would be. 

"Hey, how was work?" Ember asked. She closed the door behind her, as we sat on a couch far 
away from Raven, so we didn't interrupt her. 

"Just another day." I lamely replied. 

Long, ginger hair. Seafoam green eyes, to match her green plaid flannel. Dark blue jeans. Dark 
brown shoes. Finally, a golden necklace. I had seen her so many times, and she never really 
changed her look. She was the same age as me and Raven, too. Though, she was also slightly taller 


than me. 

"How was your day at work?" I asked. 

"Nothing special for me either. Just chopped down some trees." She answered. 

Ember always liked nature, I always liked the city, but we both always liked drinking in 
atmospheres. It was that perfect mix of similar and different that’s helped us stay friends for all of 
these years. 

There was another knock at the door. Of course, it was Willow. Ember and Willow hugged each 
other, and the three of us resumed talking. 

I enjoyed the conversation like I always do. I like talking to them, but it went by so fast. 

It was already time for me to sleep. I said my goodbyes to the two of them, and laid in my bed, 
trying to sleep, dreading the exhausting day of work tomorrow. Just another day. 


Nice to Meet you 


After a long warm shower, I finished getting ready for work, until I was at work itself. I walked up 
to a lane to start bagging, until a short brown haired boy awkwardly walked up to me. He hesitated 
before speaking. 

“They said you were supposed to train me.” He said. Why does nobody ever tell me anything here? 
He looked to be about a year younger than me. He rubbed one of his arms, and generally fiddled 
around. Clearly, this was his first job. He wore a blue polo shirt, blue jeans, and white shoes. His 
brown eyes were filled with anxiety and innocence. His emotions had nowhere to hide. 

“My name’s Noah, by the way.” He added, during my pause. 

“My name’s Jackson, nice to meet you.” I responded. 

“Nice to meet you too.” He replied 

“So, I guess the main thing I can teach you is how to bag.” I said. “Similar items go together, 
separate meat from everything else, put fragile things like eggs by themselves without anything 
heavy on top of them, double bag heavy items, make sure to greet customers and thank them after 
they leave...“ 

I continued listing instructions as we both bagged orders. I could tell that my avalanche of 
unplanned rules were overwhelming to him. 

“Tt’s not really that much once you get used to it.” I added. 

“T don’t wanna mess anything up.” He said, nervously. 

“Don't worry about it, you’ ll be fine. You’re doing a good job, and it’s only your first day.” I 
reassured him. 

“Thanks, Jack.” He smiled, feeling a bit better. “Sorry, can I call you that?” He asked. 

“Yeah, sure. Don’t worry about everything so much.” I said. “I should probably show you how to 
bring the carts inside next.” 

We put on our safety vests and went outside. It was pretty simple to explain. The only issue was 
him struggling to push multiple carts at the same time. Afterwards, I showed him what gabrages to 
change, what floors to vacuum, and how to fix the bottle machines. The last thing I could think to 
teach him is what parts of the store to sweep. I followed him along as he got the hang of it. 
“That’s all I can really think of. All riveting stuff for you, I’m sure.” I said. 

“Yeah.” He replied, with a delayed small laugh. 

There was a pause in the conversation. 

“So, what, uh, do you play any video games?” He said, stumbling on his words. 

“Yeah, uhm, Star Wars Battlefront I, Portal, Stardew Valley, Cuphead...what about you?” I said, 
stopping myself before I listed my whole Steam library. 

“T mostly play, like, Nintendo games. I like Stardew Valley, and, uh, Minecraft.” He replied. 

“T like Minecraft too.” I admitted. “What Nintendo games do you like?” I asked. 

“Uh, Mario, Mario Kart, Animal Crossing, Splatoon, Smash Bros, Kirby, Pokemon sometimes..." 
He replied. 

“T honestly like all of those, besides Animal Crossing. I’ve never tried it. Have you played 
WarioWare?” I asked. 

“OH! I forgot about that! I love WarioWare! You should try Animal Crossing if you like Stardew 
Valley.” He said, excitedly, his eyes lighting up. 

“T probably should. I don’t have many games on my Switch though, they’re mostly on my Wii.” I 
said, with a laugh. 

“Super Mario Galaxy is SO good.” He said, enthusiastically. 

“Yeah, it really is.” I agreed. We both smiled. 

A pause. He glanced at the floor. 

“What music do you like?” He asked. I motioned for him to put the broom back and walk towards 
the bagging lanes as we talked. 


“Tears for Fears and Lovejoy.” I said. “What about you?” 

“T don’t know, The Living Tombstone?” He muttered awkwardly. 

“Stop being so ashamed of the things that you like. I like some of their songs too.” I said. 
Another pause. 

“What movies and shows do you like?” I asked. 

“Marvel. Mostly Spiderman.” He said, still looking at the floor. 

“T like Stranger Things, and a few Marvel movies too.” I said. He still didn’t say anything. 
“T don’t like MCU Spiderman as much compared to Tobey Maguire. They basically just made him 
Tron Man.” I added. 

“T know, right? He doesn’t feel like Spiderman anymore. They should have just made Iron Spider a 
separate character.” He said, passionately, looking at me again. 

“Definitely.” I agreed, smiling. 

“Do you read any books?” He asked. 

“Not really, honestly.” I replied. 

“T like Harry Potter.” He said. 

“T haven’t tried it. ’m more of a writer than a reader, I guess.” I said. 

“A writer?” He asked, quickly. Shit, why did I say that? 

“Uh, yeah, I write stuff sometimes. Short stories or whatever.” I said. 

“What kind?” He asked. 

“Mysteries, horror stories, and other stuff.” I replied, intentionally leaving out a few genres. 
“That’s really cool! [can’t really write, I only draw a little. ’'m not very good, though.” He 
muttered that last part. 

“T doubt that.” I replied. He shrugged. 

Willow quickly walked towards us again, once we made our way to a lane. 

“Hi! ’'m Willow, nice to meet you!” She said. 

“T’m Noah, nice to meet you too.” He said, a little caught off guard by her energy. 

“How are you?” 

“T’m okay.” 

“Do you like it here?” 

“T think so.” 

“Have you met Jackson?” 

“He’s actually been training me.” 

“Oh!” 

Her questions were rapid fire, and I don’t think anyone ever truly got used to her pace. 
The store's speakers went off again. “The store is now closed.” 

“Well, Pll see you tomorrow! Bye!” She said, running off to get ready to leave. 

“We can leave already?” He asked me. 

“Yep.” I replied, with a bit of a laugh. 

“T’ll see you tomorrow...?” He said, somewhat asking me. 

“Yeah, I’m here tomorrow.” I said, reassuringly. 

“Okay! Uh, bye!” He said. 

“Bye!” I replied. “Have a good rest of your day.” 

“You too!” He replied back loudly, walking away. 

I smiled, and put my hands in my pockets, before feeling a box inside of them. 

My cigarettes. I didn’t smoke once today. 


Appreciation 


I'd been hanging out with Noah for about a week now. We were finishing up another round of 
Super Smash Bros. Ultimate. 

"Jack, you asshole!" Ember said, as I flung her out of the arena. Willow laughed. 

"You're really good at this." Noah said, defeatedly, but impressed. 

"Thank you, Noah." I said snarkily, while looking at Ember. She smiled with a jokey angry face. 
"Okay, we should probably go." Ember said. It was getting pretty late, and they were already 
staying longer than they had planned. 

"Okay, go ahead and leave, you rage quitter." I teased, before saying my goodbyes to the two of 
them, leaving me alone with Noah. Noah slumped down on the couch a little. 

"I don't wanna go home." He said, defeatedly. 

"Why?" I said, curiously. 

"My parents, that's all." He muttered. 

"What about your parents?" I prodded. 

"We just don't get along very well." He replied. 

"You can stay here as long as you want, there's no rush, don't worry." I reassured him. I paused for 
a moment. 

"Can I ask why you don't get along?" I asked. 

"It's nothing." He said, quickly. From the look on his face, I could tell that wasn't true. 

"Noah, what's wrong? You can talk to me." I said, trying desperately to help. He fidgeted around 
on the couch. 

"They don't like me. Like, the kind of person I am." He said, a little nervously, and a little upset. 
"What don't they like about you?" I continued to pry. 

"They...they don't like that I'm gay, Jack." He said, angerly. 

There was a long pause, before he looked like he was on the verge of tears. 

"I'm so sorry." I finally managed to say. 

"It's okay." He lied, quickly. 

"You know I'm here for you, right? Fuck them. Don't care what they think. You can come here 
anytime, okay? I accept you, I care about you a lot." I hastily rambled, getting upset too. 

Noah just stared at me, before crying and hugging me tight. I felt his warm face rest onto my 
shoulder, his tears streaming down my back. 

"I'm sorry, L...It'll be okay." I said, feeling like the world was crumbling around me. I wanted him 
to be okay. I didn't know what to do, or how to help. I just wanted Noah to be happy. 

"Thank you so much." He said, passionately. 

Relief filled my body. I hugged him back, tighter, closing my eyes for a moment. We eventually 
separated the hug, before staring into each other's eyes. 

"I know I just met you, but I just care about you so much. You've been so nice to me, I...I feel like 
I can trust you, and I really appreciate you. Thank you so much for being here for me." He 
rambled. I felt my eyes start to water too. 

"[.... love you, Jack." He finally said. I paused, before hugging him again. 

"T love you too, Noah." I whispered, tearfully. 
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